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The Song of Mary the Mother 


of Chriſt: Containing the ſtory of 
his life and paſ»ion. 


My verſe doth ſeate to do the matter wrong: 

No carthly muſique good enough for this, 
Not D aid) harpe,nor Hivom: mourning ſong, 
Nor Eſau lippes are worthy once to mooue, 
Though Zeraphnns fire hath kindled them with loue 


F Ame would I write, my minde aſhamed is, 


An Angels Trompe is not ſo lowde and ſhrill, 

As fitting were, much leſſe this verſe of mine: 
Pull backe thy hand, thy too preſumptuous quill, 
And pray to a writer more divine. 

Eternall God which ſhall be, wert, and art, 
Imprint my S. uiours paſſion in my heart. 


Write it within the table of my minde, 

Engraue thy Loue in laſting letters there: 

And giue me grace to caſt all ſinne behinde, 

And quite conte. une thoſe fading pleaſures heere. 

And cuer ſeeke the honour of thy name, - 
Andpubliſh eke the glory of the lame. 
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To publiſh ic ynworthy art thou found, 
Yer | accept the profter ofthy will: 
ach all thy force, my glory foorth then ſound, 
doch a+ they be, imploy thy tongue and quill. 
Fu; chough thou ſee ſi thy talents are but ſinall, 
Vet I am great, and to be ptaiſ d in all. 


So Dail with his hatpe, my lav des did ſag, 
And Himomt ſong lamented hath my pa ine: 

Eſay foretolde that I ſhould be y our King. 

The Zr aps ill extoll theit Soueraigne. 

Angels an i men, young, olde, both great and ſmall, 
Doe honour me, which did create then all. 


Amonglt thereſt,thoughleaſt,yer moſt in debt, 
Loy tobe admitted to this ſong: 

I would it were in bettet M ſer, 

Then this of mine, which doththe marter wrong, 
You Saints which haue entuned it before, 
Lend me your notes, if now you ſing no more. 


No thinke not ſo, our ſong for euer is, 


And yet the notes ſeeme euery day anew : 
Such is the caſte of neuer ending bliſſe, 
To feſ#s name ſuch hermony is due. 

We neuer ceaſe, but ever wiſh to ſing, 
Our ioyes increaſe,in prayſing of out King. 


O that my ſong, were muſique ſet to yours, 


That I with you might come to beate a part: 


Then would I ſpend my idle waſted houres, 
In heauenly mirth and muſique of the heart. 
But I diſtune all notes, both flat and ſharpe, 
I haue no skill in meetet, ſong or harpe. 


Let 


* 
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Let it ſuffice,thou halt a i 
Chriſt doch — Boe NEISS. 
And not above the compaſle of thy «kill, 
Exacteth ought,then take thy part aſſign'd, 
And ſing with vs, he doth thy note — 
All is entun d, chat tempered is with loue. 


O bleſſed Quire! yet ere I doe begin, 

Teach me the Dirty of this Sacred ſong; 

That I nay know, where as my part comes in, 
And end in time, for feare I be too long. 

For though I hope to ſing,intime by loue, 

Vet ſeate Itoo, ny paſſions may me mooue. 


Feare not at all, but marke how we doe fing, 
And follow vs, thy time ſhall ſo be tight 
Our Ditey is the tryumph of our King, 

His cruell foes, and bloudy marriall fi 

His conqueſt gain d, of all that did re 

Of ſudull Sachan, trembling death, and hell. 


The loue he ſhewed to the vngratefull [ewes, 
The zeale he had to doe his Fathers will; 

The griefe he tooke, for ſuch as ſhould refuſe 
The mercy bought, while he his bloud did ſpill. 
The venome lurking in the traytors kiſſe. 

His mildencs pardoning all that was amiſſe. 


Th'Apoltles flight, the Virgins mourning woe, 
The wondrous malhceof the wicked route 
Againſt the Lacbe, like Wolues which raged ſo, 
And like to dogges, did compaſſe him about. 
His patient minde,and paines he tooke for thee, 
Andeuery ſoule which ſhall this (tory lee. 
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Then ſing 6 Saints, & holy heavenly quire! 

And 1 ſhall true to follow on your ſong: 

This ſacred Dirty is my chiefe deſire, 

My ſoule to hearethis Muſique now doth long, 

Andlonging thus, all xhiſt. there was no din, 

They ſile nt ſtood, to ſee who ſhould begin. 


For none did thinke him worthy to be one, 
And cucry one to uthet there gaue place: 

But bowing knees to /cſus every one, 

Th: y him betought for to decide the caſe. 
Who ſaid to me, molt fit for this appeares 
My mothers plaint, and ſacred Virgins teares. 


Straight all agreed, the Virgin reſt 

To = the — eternall — 

Wuh heauenly cheare and molt me lodious breſt, 
Her ſacred ſong and Ditty thus be gunne. 
Boing her ſelſe ynto the glorious Throne, 
Where I hree did fic adored all in one. 


All glory, honour, bleſſing praiſe, renowne, 

Be — to him — the Throne: 

On whom all Kings and Princes holde their crowne 
One God in three, and perſonsthree in one. 

The firſt and laſt, and euer ſtill the ſame, 

Withour all change, /ehou«b is his name. 


Thou Soueraigne Lord,the fountaine of our bliſſe, 
Out end, our ioy. out ſupreme Marefty : 

In whom our life, out breath. and being is, 

Moſt ſimple one and perfect Trinitie. 

The Father, Sonne, and ſacred holy Ghoſt, 


We praiſe them all, thy glorious he auenly hoaſt. ; 
N An 


And till as they the t Vegi gig heare, 


In ſelſe ſame time, ſo e quite. 


Thy w6drous works our knowledge doth ſurmount, 
great our ludgement doth exceede: 

can thy goodnes towards vs recount, 
Andſhewby — haſt done by deed? 
For onely this pertaineth to thy name, 
Meftuiles:o worke,and thou declare che ſame. 


pondrous earth, the ſalt and foming ſea, 
Thea ſuttle ayre, the light and burning — 

The changing Moone, 245 ſtarry moouing 

The Orient Sunne, the heauen and — 

Each liuing thing within them, great ot = 
Declare thy wiſedome, power and goodnes all. 


They all doe cry,performe our makers will. 
Beholde in vs the greatnes of his hand; 

She hath preſcrib d, we keep his order (till, 

In his commaund our cauſe and order land 
Then leatne( O man) for whom he made vs all, 
Vpon his wondrous name with vs to call. 


Farre more in thee, the end of all the reſt 
Hisglory ſhines and brightnes of his face: 
He bach infuſ*d a ſoule into thy breſt, 
Adorn'd with reaſon in an Angels place. 
And ſtampt his holy Image in thy minde, 
And forthis endhis ae Align d. 


But thou forgerfull of thy greateſt good, 
Didſt fow — to diſobedient ſinne: 
Subiect to hell, if that the ſacred bloud 


Of 
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Of Ch:iſt our Lord and damour had not bin. 
O ranſome deare, for ſuch as were accurit 

O ſecond mer«y,greaterchenthe firft! 


The King to pay theranſame of his ſlaue 
| The Lord ot Lords, his vaſſals faultes to beare ! 
The Sonne of God che ſinning ſoules to ſave ! 
| And uh his death, to buy their liues ſo deare ! 
4 This isa fire. that flinty hearts may mooue, 
þ This is exccfle,and extaſies of loue. 


But yet in me,farre more then allthe reft, 
| Thy loue 6 Lord and glory doch appeate:- 
| Extolling her,that was the veryleaſt, 
ö Thy onely Sonne our Saviour for to beare. 
And lodge within ſo lowe and ſtraite a roome, 
The ludge of all, in dreadfall day of doome! 


Pd 
7 This ſacred meſſage Gabriel thou didſt bring 
WEL. From Gods owne mouth vnto my filly Cell, 

f How la Virgin, ſhould conceive a Kin 

: And Lord, all the Prophets did foretell. 
j O what a meſſage ſeemedihisto me? 
Vnwocthy once a Hand-maydefor to be. 


Thou holy Ghoſt, o God in Maieſty, 
The third of Three,didſt ſhaddow me in power: 
And thus by vertue of the Trinitie, 

I did conceive even in that inſtant howre, 
My Lord,my Cod, my Sauiour and my King, 
Myne onely Sonne, d Saints and Angels ſing. 


— ——Ää— 
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And ſtill as they the Virgin fin ing heare: 
In ſelſe ſame tune, ſo ecchoed all the Quite. 


Thou 
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Thou onely Sonne of God, Facher of might, 
Maker of me and all, the well of grace: 
Fountaine of loue,eternall Sonne ut light, 
Becauſe my Sonne; and tallmg on her face, 


R this full oſi( with mutique ſweet) 1 
She did and kiſſe our Sauiouss ftete. | 


Thou Lord of ioy, within my wombe didft dwell - 
Nine monthes,cnriched with ſo great a gueſt: 

No heart can thinke , much leſſe my tongue can tell, 
How in my Lord, my minde and ſoule was blett. 
And how my ſpirit with gladaes did abound, 
Whiltt in my wombe, abe well of oy was found. 


The time d, in Berblews thou wert borne, 
— a locke of hay, 

Twixt Oxe & Aſſe. thou Lord diditthinke no ſcorne 
Swadled in cloutes, thy mother ſhould thee lay. 

O ſacred Lord! ſweet donne, what ſhould I call? 

My God, my babe, my bliſſe, and all in all. 


Learne heere,6learne the Reps that he did treade, g 

And tollo men the s of your Lord 

Who with the firſt did the Serpents head, 

Pompe,riches,pride, and fle ſhlines abhor d- f 
And from the Cribthat ſtandes without the doore, | 
He bids you be obedient,chatie and poote. 


O lowly place, for him that was ſo hye! 


O happy able, pallace of the King 
You Angels there,did make vs m 


Rd K 


The hilly ſhepheards ſayd. they he ard you ſing, | | 

The ſhining itarre, from th Eaſt did goe — | 4 

Andſbew the Kings, the place tot to adore. ö 
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The their at my Sauioũt feete, 
And kiſſing made ror wb did adore: 
Offring their gifts, Mirhe,Golde,& Incence ſweet, 
A pteſent, rich to the m that ſeem'd ſo poore, 
But they inſpyred, did theſe offrings bring, 
For Chriſt their prieſt, their Sauiour and their King. 


O yrinces - heere come learne your chriſtian parts, 
O chriſtians all, let theſe your es be : 

They were the firſt, beholde their bounteous hearts, 
Their faith, their loue, vnto my ſonne and me, 
And all by ſhining of a blaſing ſtatre, 

Your calling is more cleare and bright by farre 


— 6 according tothe law, 
Within the Temple I did thee preſent : 
Where Simeon as ſoone as he vs ſaw, 

And in his armes thy little body hent: 

To bleſſe our God within, he did not ceaſe. 
Deſiring leaue fot to depatt in peace. 


For now(quoth he) my aged eyes haue ſeene 
The ſauing health moſt pleaſant to my ſight; 
Which, of thy Saints hath long expected been, 
The glory of lewes, and —- nations light, 
Wo yet by mallice ſhall be much gaine · ſay d, 
O worthy babe ! 6 happy mother maide ! 


All this was ioy, and comfort vnto me, 

Who did conferre theſe ſayings in my minde; 
Wherein ſuch truth and light ! till did ſee, 
But Simeon ad ded further; I doe finde, 

That though thou Chriſtes elected mother art, 


The ſwoord of ſorrow ſhall tranſpierce thy heart. b 


O ay W . 
Such is che way, that God doth vſe with his: 
With comforts croſſe, with ſweet to mixe the ſoute, 
Twixt weale and woe, to weild them vnto bliſle. 
The one doth ſhew,his goodnes and hisloue, 
The other doth our gratefull patience prooue. 


If comfort cleane did want, we were diſmaide, 
If all were ioy,our tryall were the leſſe: 

When daunger comes, we run to him for ayde, 
We try his grace, and feele our feeblenes. 

' Godprooueth his, the which appeareth ttue, 
In all the ſacred ſong that doth enſue. 


For cruell Herod ſet on worldly pelſe, 

The Bethlew babes did butcher for thy ſake : 
My childe moſt {weer,enquiring for thy ſelſe, 
Which cauſed vs our ſecrec flight to take. 

Ioſeph in haſt awaking vs from teſt, 

While thou did ſucke (my Sauiour)on my breſt. 


So didſt thou then. thy glorious warte begin. 
And learne to ſuffer in thine inlant yeares? 

And teach thy ſeruants ſoone to flye from ſinne, 
And not abide where daunger once appear es. 
For truth thou catn t, thy country was no loſſe, 
Euenfromthe Crib, thus haſtning to che croſſe. 


Seauen yeares in Egipe living in exile, 
Ieſeph his Axe, my needle in my hand, 
In poote eſſate we paſſed all the while, 
Amongſt the ſimple people of the land. 
For all was heau n, for comfort we did (ing, 
To lull our babe and reverence our King. 
B 2 O bow 
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O how my croſſe was euer mint with sweet! | 
= inc wich ioy,mine carch with hoawenly bliſſel 
vil waies might adore my Sau fete, 
Imbrace my Gd, my louing infant kifle. 
Aud giue him fucke, who giues the foode, 
And turne my emilke,inco my Samours 


Sometimes hecaft his hand about my necke, A 
And ſmyling,lookt bis mother ia the face : 

Some o or kill, I found in every becke, 

Each day diſcovered wiſedorme, loue and grace, 

I cannot v:ter what I did eſpye, 

When I beheld hw licthe glotious eye. 


At ſeauen yeares end we did rerurne againe, 

And brought the Arke int his wonted place: 

For he was dead that would my Lord have (laine, 
Thus worldty things doe turne & change ehen face . 
But they which de and doch will, 

In all euentes be one, and happy fill. 


Yearely we went wich ochers, to adore 
Within the Temple as the law doth bid: 

A holy ptace, but how doch he much more, 
Who Lord a ſubiectes duety did 

O Chriſtians then, how ought you for to liue ? 
Obechent to the tawes che Church doth g ue. 


AndChriſt my donne now being twelve yearevold, 
Thou didft bewray thy u iſedome there: 


And midſt the Doctors tres ſures dt vnſolde, 
7oſeph and l. meane while affright with feate, 
Fot eyther weening, other had my childe, 
Each truſting other, eyther was begualde. 
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My ſoule remen ber hat thy thoughtes were then, 
What griefes and fe ares, did within my bee ſt: 
Who now had loſt the joy of Cod and men, 
My ſacred Some, ia u home my ſoule was bleſt. 
Wbat teares could ſerue to way le ſo gieat a lofle? 
Loe thus we ll approached to the ctoſſe. 


Thus three daies in wayling,teares and woe, 
— thll - 


Till thirty yeares,my Lord at home did dwell, 
Joſeph and | enioyed his preſence hill, 

Where | my ſelle abaſhed am to tell, 

How he in all, obayed to my will. 

How doe you thinke | mooucd was, to fee 

1 he Prince of Angel: ſubie ct vmo met 


Learne heere obedience,)earne heere young & olde, 
A Soueraigne God, a patterne drawne trom Chat: 
Aleſſon worthy to be ſet in golde, 

The which io precious ſeemed to che higheſt, 
That all his life he never ſwaru d therefro, 
Aud euen his death he did accompliſh ſo. 


What ſhould I heere his holy life recount, 

W hichbe with metheſe thirty yeares did fpend? 

This (tery would vo a voleme mount, 

My ſong doch to his lacred paſſion ten. 

And all doe know hu« pietynerds mult paſſe, 

Who, of all — 1 
3 


12 
But I indeed was wienes with mine eye, , 
I {aw his deeds and wrote them in my breſt 
Her keeuenty mite of ſhes I 
is idle 
His inſtant prayer and . 
Declaring well his God- head was ſo nye. 


What flames of loue appeared in his face? 


What great ci in his holy cares? 

His ſacred eyes were meſſengers cf grace, 

His countenance bright,ourcloudy paſſions cleares. 
Comfort and ioy were written in his brow, 

Thus bleſt with him, we had our heauca below. 


The morning ſtill in lamentation ſpent, 

The day divided into equail ipace: 

What prayer miſt, to humble worke was bent, 
Who made the heauens and earth a wondrous caſe. 
And hard for mindes to vndetſtand, 

Doth worke with with his Axe in hand. 


Thus muſt they learne,of ſoules that will haue care, 
By ſlowly deeds,and ſilence many yeares: 

o make a way vntothy lofty chayre, 
Enflam'din prayers,and bath'd in teares, 
For they who proudly tothe pulpir haſte, 

Of words and ſoules, doe make a wofull waſte, 


Thus muſt they arme themſelues, that meanesto war 
Wich fleſh,the world,the devill, or ſattle foe, 
Our ſwoord and target, ſpeciall we pons are, 
Theſe thirty yeares out Lord did atme him ſo. 
Not for becauſe himſelſe had any need, 

But leauing vs a tule in euery deed. 
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O Saviour ſweet, d louing ſonne, 
What ſhould I ſing of all thy metciesꝰ then 
If I ſhould count, I never ſhould haue done, 
It would exceede capacity of men; 
Yea Saints and Angels would aftonied and, 
(Thou onely Lord doſt all them vnderſtand.) 


How didſt thou teach me to increaſe in loueꝰ 
To know thy will. co follow all thy wayes? 
By ſeruent prayer, affectiom to remoue, 

My Soueraigne God,in all his workesto praiſe. 
In eue ry creature, ftill my Lord to finde, 

And haue his preſence ptinted m my minde. 


In weale, and woe, euer to be the ſame, 

Neuer but al waies what he ſhould diſpoſe: 

In every thought to laude his holy name, 

And all my deeds before him to diſcloſe. 

In doubts, demaunds, counſailes, what euer beſt, 
His will once kno ne. therein holy to reſt. 


Sometimes thou toldſt me of thy holy croſſe, 

Thy loued ſpouſe, and glory of thy raigne: 

The Idols fall, and }{-«el; wofull be. 

And ofthy Church which alwaies ſhould remaine. 
And vntonations knowle the ſacred bell, 
Prevailing (till againſt the gates of hell. 


Then thou beganſt to ſhew the powers diuine, 

Thy ſacred baptiſme,and ſtupendious ſaſt: 

At my requeſt he turn d w tet to wine, 

In wondrous workes, & preaching three yeares paR. 
But all theſe things are ſweetly written on. 

By Mathew, Marks, Lale, and diuine S. Jol. 


Now 


— ——— — — 
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Now chan ede erg drm oe, 
This 2—— dolefull ſtile: 
Though ioy haue wipte all water from mine 


And ve in heaven all ſorrow heere exile. 
And therefore Saints and holy Angels all, 
Take lower notes, and ler your Trebles fall. 


Come chriſtians come. beholde and lea to loue: 

Follow his ſteps, be thankſull for his grace: 

Admyre his ſorro i. let compaſſion mooue 

— hardned barts,to plaine your —_— caſe, 
et penance now 3 your 

Bewaile Canes being — 

And bath your checkes, with warme and trickling 


tente: 

I be night before his holy paſſion day, 
Shewing his loue to his Ap-files deare: 

— the table for to lay. 

And eate the Lambe as vie was eue ry where, 

A figure of more ſweet and cheere. 
Which he him ſelſe did in{tuure and give, 
Whereby his Church ſhould euer cace and liue. 


His holy Loyneswith linnentowell girt, 
He humbly waſhed his — rw. 
Wuh heauenly fingers wiping off the dirt, 
An office farre(as Fatert )yar« ere, 
But lowly Lord, and louing r ſweet, 


Thou didſt commaund, Saint Peter, be content, 
Andlearne by chis the leſſon that was meant. 


O learne,then learne, what C d himſelfe doth teach. 
A lowly minde, and humble vnto all: 
Let no ambition once your ſoules appeach. 


Or 


I . 
— dach to his table cull, 


Or 


F — . doch catch a full. 
Los Jeſus — Fen hefell 
He chiefe in heauen,to loweſt impe in hell. 


«das doth caſt —— _ 

is Soucraigne Maſter to : 

?eſu: inthe meane while,doth blefſe the bread, 

And giues himſclfe a laſting foode for aye, 
Oheauen and earthlcry out, exclaime and ſay, 

O monſtrous mallice, mateht with wondrous loue! 


O poyſoned toad, and patient ſimple Doue ! 


His holy life, his heavenly lowly cheare, 

His doctrine pure, and moſt ſtupendious workes: 
His loue not thought. not heard ofeuery care, 
D 
T o ce vr 
Thoudiditex:lude his pr ence wich thy ſinne, 
And let thy Lord and Sachan in. 


There washe able uriſbedtharnight, 
The been bee e 
garden ſtood. 


be, the 
The Teſtament, the holy (| 
Mees b ee 
The meale and oyle, which eaten laſteth (till, 
— —— to hill. 


The memory of all his wonders wrought, 
The monument and fruite of all his loue; 

The price it ſelfe,wherewith our ſoules was bought, 
Yer could not all this (monſter 7uda;)mooue , 
Yea,though our Lord E did reprooue. 


And 


16 


And tolde it oba, who on his breft, 
His mallice chooſ d the was poſſeſt. 


oo, 

any planet which was once ſo birght: 
„%) . 

Would not abide the darke to dwell in light, 

— — 

And ſlidin downe into the depth of 

To worke his couert treaſon doth begin, 


Then was that ſacred Senate of 
Purged of crime,made 
More apt to take the i benen. 
Veſſels of ſweet and ſpirituall wine, 
Diſpoſ d to heate that Doctrine molt dune, 
Which wiſedome then in plenty did i 

Wheg ſacrament haue ſalu d and heal d their will. 


Then loe they learne to heue a faſt beliefe, 
And anchored hope, a whole enflamed loue: 
_ Soueraigne duty to adore the chieſe, 

U — — his choſen proove, 
That all — and helps may be aboue. 
And walke — es >| 
Vaco the ioy of huis etertull | 


and fine: 


They haue the promiſe of the holy ghoſt, 
The Sonne and Father, all a like in one : 
The vnity of all the holy hoeſd, 1 
Wich Chriſt their —— — doe, 
— _ no member ever liues alone. 

ut in him (being quicke by charity, ) 
Is made a Temple of , 


ot the Trinitie. i 
Meane 
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Meane while the Iewes, in vproare all are ſeene, 
Arming themſclues with lights and weapons rude i 
pet our Lord, as he had wonted been, 
Seuets himſelſe by ſilent ſolitude, 
Proſtrate with ſeate, and reverence all endu d 
Doth pray for ayde, with infant reſting (till, 
Reſigued all vnto his Fathers will. 


A combat then he felt within his fleſh, 

Wich fierce encounters, which in him was tryed; 
Both feare and griefe doth ſet on him a freſh, 
And all this,for our loue he did abide, 

And for our ſinnes, for which he after dy'd, 

And all the ſorrows which were yoyde of ſinne, 
Tooke natures part to keep the ſpirit in. 


In which conflict, an Angell downe did bri 

From heau'nly Court to iudgement there 'd: 
It is the will of the eternall King, 

That /eſ#; ſhould reſolue his ready miride 

To ſuffer death,6 Father wondrous hinde ! 

To ſinſull ſonnes, which doth his deareſt giue 

And onely Sonne to death, that we may liue. 


Then ſtraight our Lord, did giue his whole conſent, 
His will was preſt, withouren any way: 

His minde and ſoule was wholy ſet and bent, 
Nature exclaym d, but needs ſhe muſt obay, 

And grace by force, did beare the Souetaigne ſway. 
And fleſh did feare, and bloud did make retreate, 
And iſſued out in bloudy watry ſweate, 


All Chriſhan ſoules,come ſee this agony! 
Come count the drops, which trickles down his face 
C 2 Bring 
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— thankſull hearts this bloudy ſweat to 
Lay ſinne a ſiqe, which puts him in ſuch 8 
Learne heere df him. to ayme that happy race, 
In prayer, patience, lowlines and loue, 

To e ndleſſe bliſſe, and happines aboue. 


Learne how to pray alone with humble minde, 
And body both, with inttant knocking ſtil 

Till anſwere comes from heauen,alwaies refign'd 
And preſt to doe our heauenly Fathers will, 
Againſt what motion comex,account it tl. 

Let fleſh and bloud, and all that nature likes, 
Yeeldto the ſtroke that grace and ſpiru ſtrikes. 


Forloe,when all his foes approached neere, 
Then Jeſs boldly meeterh them in ſhew; 
It was the fleſh alone which fraile, did feare, 
The lively ſpirit to all that did enſue, 
So mid(t the throng,and curſed helliſh crew. 
He doth proteſt himſelfe, in deed to be 
7eſus they ſought for; ſaying, l am he. 
(ground, 


Which words, did throw them proftrate on the 
Such was his might, if loue had left him free: 

But zeale of ſoules,his force and might hath bound, 
Sinner amend,he needes will dye for thee, 

His thraldome is to get thee liberty. 

Your weaknes makes his power become apray, 
Sampſon is thrall for loue of Della. 


O milde and patient Lambe ! 6 Lyon ſtout! 
O ſtrong ! 6 weake ! 6 louel ſubduing might, 
Able with wordes, to conquere all the route, 
Aud with a breath, to put chem all to flight, 


1 
And PS A” . 
And by his weaknes, ing all our bluſſe, 
He yeild his ſacred mouth to [ade kiſſe. 


He healeth Machu with his holy hands, 
Refuſeth ayde, he will no ſwotd. but loue : 
Let mallice come, and caſt on loue his bands, 
Let darknes now — —ͤ—ͤ— 
mooue. 
and ſinne 


in loue, vill force of mallice win. 


leſss beholde is bound, th Apoſtles fled, 
The lewes doth ” — tryumph intheyrill: 
bo nn ya 

ile iy ſcorn ill, 
ö— — doth take eternall will. 
And for a ſpace,d wonder moſt of all! 
Even God hitnſelte to wicked men is thrall. 


In Annes hall be ſtrucken was, as one 
That did preſume t offend in ſpeaking true: 
Pride nere reſpectes th llchrone, 


When falſhood mutt her monſtrous pride needs tue, 
Fot whatreproactrto ſinne ; due 

Which checketh God? for blynd reſpeR of man, 
Ocremble now and be not (trycken than. 


The Lambe in patie nce, makes his progreſſe fill, 

In ſuence, meeknes, loue, in word and peace: 

His eyes on hesuen, his minde his Fathers will, 

The lewesand — doe encreaſe, 

To buffer, beat. and ſpit they doe not ceaſe. 

Aud laſt, all naked to a 5 | _ 
3 


His Vn gifehanchlourges the doe wound. 
„ Julie N 
With forced rum terre his tender ckio, 

And eim pt his vaines of pure and precious bloud: 
The (tripe xxwereſloregand many for my ſinne, 

In force wheredf — of mallice ſtood, 


O let —— drrame th intended 
And ſeele pleafing ſane ( inde )doth ſmart, 
mn e Pp heart. 


The ſoldiers are aſſembled, in his ſcome 

Doe cloath him in diſdainfull purple weede : 

And on his bead they wrap a crowneof thotne, 
Which king deep, dera it guſh and bleede, 
And in his hands they —— 


And in his fate theit 

With Anticke kneelin cry: — 
Come marke thy Sauiours bloudy blowes,al wanne. 
So whipped, crowned,cloathed like a coarſe; 
When Pilucbids the Jewes: Behdlde the man, 
Hoping that this would mooue them toremorce, 
Buthardned hearts dd grow the worſe. - 
The fire of loue, did purge the golde from draſſe, 
They boyle in rage, to nayle him to the crofle: 


Be thou na worſe ſaith Pilate,ſee the men. 
Beholde him well. and marke hu pittious hue: 
Regard his eyes and minde, all they chat can, 
And tender him all guerdon that is due, 

Our ſuines the price, whereof his grieues enſue. 
And if thou takeſt pitty on his paine, 

Nou ceaſe by W his head againe. 


It 


21 
If ſinne a corſiue in him ſo doth make, 
And wounded conſcience breed an inward feare. 
Then ſee thy Lord thus haled for thy ſake, 
And then with hope, a h thy ſelfe more necre, 
Before his Fachers face for to appeare. 
Preſent thy Sauiour, bloudy, pale and wanne, 
Beſeech his Father to beholde the man. 


Doubt not at all, if Pater heathen heart 

Did waxe more ſoft by ſuch a pittious view; 

The louing Father will regard the ſmart 

Ofhis deare Sonne, in ſuch a rueſull he w. 

And grace and mercy will thereof enſue: 

To them which humbly doe demaund the ſame, 
In Chriſt his Sonne, out crowned captaines name. 


Hedoth beholde his Sonne with tender eyes, 
His {ores and woundes be alwaies in his fight; 
And he againe to Chriſtians dayly cryes, 
Beholde my Sonne your Sauiour,inthis plight, 
Reraine this patterne wich you day and night. 
Be like your K ii g re1oyce in paine and icorne, 


You being his mẽbers, ho was ptickt with thorne. 
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The teares of our Sauiour in 
the Garden. 


13 meeke and gentle pledge of mortall peace 
Chriſt /e/us,had — the pal chall Laibe: 
His holy trayne ( vnto theit ioyes encteaſe) 
Ha reapt the fru tes. and taſted of the lame. 
The grace was ſayd, the night approached on, 
The fatall night. che night of care and moane. 


When as kinde Chriſt with his d. (ciples went, 

Vato the Farme-houle of Gebſemane: 

And feeling heapes of ſorrow, and lament 

AA his heart, like to the troubled Sea: 
Foorth wends he with three followers for to pray, 
The reſt he wil d them, there a while to ſtay, 


Along he walkes,and ſtill his woe encreaſeth, 
M hiles Peter we lee his Maſter ſory-: 
Vet matchleſſe Chriſt, his ſorrow nere ſurceaſeth, 
So feruent griefe engirtes the King of glory. 
The Sonnes of Zebede, with teares be waile him, 
Vet more & more, his moanes doe fill aſſaile him. 
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Oh reverent browes with agony perplexed, 
Loe bloud and (car roger mixed: 
The heart with cure — 
T he fleſh is frayle, che eyes wich ſeare is fixed. 
O rent my ſoule in thought of his diſtreſle, 
Wha dain'd theſe grieſes thy dangers to te dreſſe. 


But when he ſelt no meaſure of his moane, 
Ay pale, ſaich he js beauy onto death: 
Tien ſtay my friends for 7 — N 
But watch and pra, whales you imoy your Freath, 
So foorth he — — his face, 
Wich pittious plaints, implot d his Father grace. 


And thus he d : 6 Father God of light, 
(Itic may be Leids vaſea ſoned cup 

Of ſorrow paſſe, ih it doth my ſoule affrighr, 

Fot hy in griete, my heart is {wallowed vp. 

Vet not my will, but euen thy will be done, 
Through whom by me this worke was futt begun. 


Lon ly he ſeeding on his woſull linguith, 

And in hiscryes redoubled oft the ſame : 

At laſt forgetting of his baleſull anguiſh, 

He roſe,and ſtraight to his Diſciples came. (wept, 
Who, through their cares and pittious teares there 
Without ſuſpect of harmes ſecurely ſlept. 


But he, the careſull Shepheard of his flocke, 
Seeing the day of daungers neete at hand: 
The toe of man, prepar'd his ſheep to yoake, 
With tender care,their miſchieſes did withſtand. 
And waking them, he ſayd yponthat ſtoure, 
VP bat can you not keep wach with moe one bears? 4 


2 
O watch and pray,t: 2 Sets cye, 
T be Streit wulle and yer the fleſh[gies a | 
Wich that the teares of pitty ſoorth did flye, 
O word. and teares a luc h mercy did bewray. 
And now the ſecond charge approacheth on, 
And penſiue Cheiſt, alone to pray is gone. 


As ſturdy trees with murmuring noyſe lament, 
The Not theme windes ou: ragious blaſta that ĩ gone 
As flowers doe waile, v hen Sommer daics are ipent, 
To ſee theyr pride by nipping froſtes vndone. 
As day dot — 8 — of Sunnes delight, 
And night complaines, when Moone reflectes = 
if 
As he laments, who neuer hopes for grace, oy 
As Hokes the man, that loathes his eye haue fight: 
As lighes the wofulſt braunch of mortall race, 
Compare their paines, theit hope, their ſmal delight. 
Yea,thinke more woes, thẽ we haue wayes to wring 
And think: by them what cares did /eſus ſling, 


Andiudze thereby if any wit might wote it, 
Ohno, but he that hath the grace to ſigh ; 
To thiałe, to waile,to cry to:udge and note ity 
Hus ſoule ſhall rent, and crying out on high. 
Say whiles his ſp'rit doth /e/«s terror view, 
O bone paſtor ,O dulcis, dulcis Icſa. 


His browes(the tables where our peace is w:itten) 
With purple bloud, and Amber ſweate were ſtain'd, 
His heauy lookes. diſclos d the heart was bitten, 
His u eeping eyes, his woſu!l itate con. lain d. 

His folded armes, his teuetrent knees that bended, 


His hydious hatmes, and eudleſſe cares iitended. 
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Here ſtands diſpaire,that ſhold have ſwallowed man 
And chreatneth him with death,for our offences: 
Sinne. ich recountleſſe ſhapes affhctes him than, 
Hell ſhewes the horror, Sathan his pretences. 
Meane while our Lord(that never thought on ill) 
Endurde thoſe threatning plagues co fave ys ſtill. 


O were exch thought, tranſformed to a pen, 
And pen oſ power to write an age: 
And mes 4 age,could take his forme agen 
And every forme, did ſerue bur for a Page! 

All would not ſerue, then ſigh and ſay chou this: 

Lud retmibuans Dounine pro ommbus beneficus? i 


The hoſtes of heauen, were moued with his moane, 
Whilſt he with ceares,his Fathers grace implores: 
And euery period was a bitter groanc, 

Euen thus the Sonne of God his Lord adores. 

Father if thow wilt remoone from me 

T bus exp?iſnotgtby will fulfilled be. 


Heerewith,th'imperiall gates of heauen,began 
To open wide, and from the bright · ſome throane, 
Of him who rul'd the world, and faſhion'd man, 
An Angell bright with waving wings is gone, 
And there alghts: whereas the God of light 
Lay quite diſmayed, and tb d of all delight. 


As Sea · men (miles, when after ſtormy blaſts, 
The radiant Sunne commaunds the warring windes 
And trimmes his Tackles, and repayres his Malts, 
And mends each Leake,that he by ſerching findes. 
do fares diſtieſſed Chiiſt, x hen he did view, 
The help of heauen, his onely ſorrows de w. 
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He gathered his diſtempered ſprites in one, 
Whilſt that the Angels r huis eate 
Hu Fathers will. then liſtes he vp anonn 
Hu reuerend head, that gan his eyes tocleare. 
And foorth he walkes. and at the hecke againe, 
The Angell parts, and haſteth thence amaine. 


Arriued there where his Diſciples lay, 
He found the ſleeping, through their cares fore-paſt: 
And thus beſpake : Why ſleep you?riſe and pray, 


For nwhby.temptation; doe approach N faſt. 
His penſiue traine were whiſt an@@uld not tell, 
How to excuſe the ſlouth in them did dwell. 


Againe from them, vnto his he goes, 
7 fountaines of h — — 
His reſtles limbes vpon the carth he throwes, 
And thus with ſighes his prayets he doch diſcharge. 
O Father leokey looks Father on my ſheep, 
That thou haſt leut thy penſius Sonne to keep. 


O loue them lord. ſor whythe world diſdaines them, 

And why?becaule they ate not worldly minded: 

T hard hearted wolues, heereaſtet oft will paine the, 

Oh help their wants, Lord let them not be blinded, 
For them l weep, for thein I ſhed my teares: 
Father,regard my ſuite with open cares. 


Let them whoſe ſinnes cxceede the ſandy Seas, 
Whoſe hope is drown'd, whoſe heart is ſtain'd with 
Euen by my death. thy bittet wrath appeale,(feares: 
Father,for chem l hedrhele briniſh teares. 

O let my weeping, wound thine eares diuine, 


And mooue compaſſion, for theſe flockes of mine. 
D 3 Heere 
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Heere ceaſt his teares and prayer, ſor why the houre 
Of priefe and death approached neere at hand: 
Fo foorth he haſtes vpon that hapleſſe ſtoure, 
And found his followers ſleeping onthe land. 
Sſeqe bæ ah, Canh he, al your eaſe d wil, 
T be bere 11 come of ſorrow nN ul. 


The Sonne of man, already is betrayed 

Tofinners hands ariſe and let ys goci 

With that, with hearts appal'dand quite diſmayed, 

—_— aroſe to tend the houre of woe. 
Whilittraiterous ada with his trainc appeares, 
Armed with flags, with clubs and warhke ſpeaies. 


The curſed out · caſt of thetwelue,betray'd 

His bheauenly Maller by a curſed kiſſe: 

His foes to touch his perſon were affraide, 

Short tale to tell, our Lord ſuppriſed is. 
And bound with bonds, vnto the place is le d. 
Where all the high Prieſtes dwelt vpon that ſted. 


FNF 


A heauenly Prayer in contempt 


of the world, aud the yanitics 


Hearenly God that gowernes enery thing, 
On Hoſe p:wer is heaues and in the — know: 


Thou God, fr om whom the giftes of grace dee ſpring, 
— my ſuites Who — pleat. — Woe. AY 
O pitty God,ſweet God ſome puty take, 
And clenſi my ſoule for Jeſus Chriſt bit ſake, 


J wile thelife that / haus led before, 
7 he d nes ill ſpent that c ome into my minde: | 
Incenſ. my ſoule with borrour very ſore» 
And threaten deat b,ynies I fanour finde, 
O pitty God, ſweet God ſome pity take, 
Aid clenſe my ſoule ſor Ieſus Chriſt bis ſake. 


Ay graceles oithes, nom fade before mine eyes, 
My youth xl ſpent aud Worne by womens gue: 
My lid len ſinnet, ay wofull ſonles ſuppriſe, 
My want of grace once had, and in the while 
Cry mercy Lord, that thou woul Iſt pitty take, 
And clenſe my ſouleyfor Ieſus Chriſt bis ſake. 


O wayrward 
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O way Wad world b fluttereſt rorthbly wan 
Fub beanenly ryes and br wg) lu d hne to bell 
" TI loath this hife, dos thou what ſo than can, 
2 ; with ens 
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The deſcription of heauenly 


eruſalem. 


Noioyes tobe comp d to them: 
No people bleſſed ſo as thine, 
No Citi ll. leruſalem 


My ſoule defires ber draught, i 
At heauenly fountaines to tefteſh: 
My prytoned minde, would fayne be out 

Of chaynes and fetter of the fleſh. 


1 thy ie. diuine, 


She looketh vp vnto the ſlate, 

From hence. ſhe downe by ſinne did ſlide: 
She mournes the more the good ſhe loſt, 

For preſent euill (he doth abide. 


She longs, from rough and daungerous ſeas, 
To harbour in the hauen ct bliſſe: 
Where ſafely anchorat hereale, 
And ſhore of ſweer comentment is. 


From baniſhment ſhe more and more, 
Deſires to ſee her country deare: 

She fits and lends her ſighes before, 
Her ioycs andreaſures all be there. 


From 
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It neuer freezeth there, nor ſnowes, 
The weather euet temperite warme. 


The trees doe bloſſome, bud andbeare, 
| the Birds doe — and fing; 


| The ſruite is mellow all the , 
they have an cuerlaſting 


The pleaſant gardens,cuerkeep 
Theirhearbes and flowers freſh and greenet 
All ſorts of dainty plants andfruites, 
At all times there, are to be ſcene. 


The Lilly white, and ruddy Roſe, 
The Crimſon and Camation flowers : 
Be watred there with honny dewes, 
And heau?nl y drops of ſhowers. 


Pomgrinat prince of fruite che Peach, 
The dainty Dae and plealant Fiꝑge- 

The Almond, Muſcadell, and Grape, 
Exceeding good and wondrous bigye. 


The Lemmon Orenge, Medler, Quince, 
The Apricocke and /x4:an fpice* 

The Cherry, Warden, ylum aod Peare, 
More ſorts then were in Paradice. 


Wi:h 
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With fruite more tooth 6 
Then that which grew on Hue tree : 
With whoſedelight aſſailed were, 
Wherwith ſuppris'd were Exe and hee. 


The ſmelling odoriferous Balme, 
Molt ſweet'y there doth (weate and drop: 
T he fruitefull and viRorious Palme, 
Layes out her lofty mounting top. 


The Ryuer wine moſt perfect flowes, 
More pleaſant then the honny combe : 
Vpon wiole bankes the Sagar growes, 
Encloſ d in Recdes of Sinamon 


Her walles of Jaſper ſtones be built, 
Mok rich and fayre that ever Was: 
Her ſtreetes and houſes pau'd and gilt, 
with gold morecleare then Cyiſtall glaſſe. 


Her gates in equall diſtance be, 
Anu each a gliſtring Margarite : 
Which commers in farre off may ſee, 
A gladſome and a glorious ſight. 


Her inward Chambers and delight, 
Be deckt with pearle and precious ſtonc 
The doores andpoſternesall be white, 
Of wrought and burniſht Juory bone. 


Her Sunne doth neuer Clipſe nor cloude, 
Her Moone doth neuet wax nor wane: 
The Lanibe with light hath herendued, 
Whoſe gloty, pen cannot explaine. 
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The glorioas Saints her & wellers be, 
In numbers more then men can thinke : 
So many in a compary, 
As loue inlikenes doth them linke. 


The ares in brightnes they ſurpaſſe, 
In ſx iſtnes arrowes from a bowe: 
In ſtrength, in firmnes ſtec le ot braſſe, 
Ia brightnes fire, in hitenes ſuowe. 


Their clozthing are more ſoft then filke, 
With girdles gilt of beatengolde : 
They in their hands as white a milke , 
Ot Palme triumphant branches holde. 


Theyr faces ſhining like the Sunne, 

Shoote forth their glorious gladſome beume: 
Ide field is ſought, the battle wonne, 

Their heads be crown'd with Diademes. 


Reward as vertue different is, 
Deſtinct their ioyes and happines 2 

But each in ioy — bliſſe, 
Doch as his owne the ſame poſſeſſe. 


So each in glory doe abound, 
And all their glories doe excell: 
But whereas all to each redound, 
Who can th exceeding glory tell? 


Triumphant warriers, you may heare 
Recount their daungers which doe ceaſe: 

And noble Citizens cuery where, * 
Thei happy gaines of ioy and peace. 


Thelearned clerkes ey: - OE wit, 
Theyr makers wondrous workes do tell · 
The ludges graue on benches (ir, 
To iudge the Tribes of 1ſraell. 


The glorious Courtiers euer there, 
Attend on perſon of their King: 

Wich Angels ioyned in a Quire, 
Melodious praiſe of hymunes to ſing, 


Queene Virgin,mother Innocent, 
Then Saints and Angels more divine: 

Like Sun amidit the firmament, 
Aboue the planecs all doe ſhine. 


The King that heavenly Pallace rules, 
Doth beate ypon his golden ſhield, 

A Croſle,in ſigne of tryumph gules, 
Erected in a verdant field. | 


His glory ſuch as doth behoue, 
Him in his manhood for to take- 

Whoſe Cod head. earth and heauen aboue, 
And all chat d well therein did make, 


Like friend; all partners are in bliſſe, 
Wuh Chriſt their Lord and Maſter deare: 
Like ſpouſes they the Bride · groome kiſle, 
who feaſteth them with heauenly cheate. 


Wich tree of life and Mama ſweet, 
Which caſte doth ſuch a p eaſure bring: 
As none to iudge thereof be meete, 
But they whuch banquet with the King. 
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And moenc in x 
With Seraphins they burne m Loue, 
the beaines of glory be ſonygh. 


O ſect aſpect, viſion of peace, 
happy regard and heauenly ſight, 
O endleſſe oy without ſurceaſe, 
perpetuall day which hath go night, 


O well of weale,fountaine of lie 
2 ſpring of cuerlaſting bliſſe 
Eternall Sunne, reſplendant light, 
and eminent cauſe of all that is. 


River of pleaſure, Sea of delight, 
garden of glory euet greene: 
O glorious glaſſe,and mirrour bright, 
— 


* truth is clearely ſeene. 
O princely pallace,royall Court, 
lieate, Emperiall throney 


Where King of Kings, and Soueraigne Lord, 
for euer ruleth all alone. 


Where all the glorious Saints doe ſce, 
the ſecrets of the Deity: 

The God-headone,in perſons three, 
the ſuperbleſſed Trinity, 


The depth of wiſedome moſt profound, 
all puiſant high ſublimity : 

The bredth of Loue without all bond, 
iu end:efle long eternity. 


— 4 oO 
and lofty ſphe are of her deſre. 


The chafed Deare doth take the ſoyle, 
the tyred Hare,the thickes and wood- 
Be this the comfort of my toyle, 


my reſuge. hope, and Soucraigne good. 


The Merchant cuts the Seas for gune, 
the Soldier ſerueth for — 

The tyll. man plowes the ground fot graine, 
be this my ioy and laſting cio ne. . 


The Faulkner ſeckes to ſee s flight, 

the Hunter beates to view the game: 
Long thou my ſoule to ſee this fight, 
_ and labour to emioy the ſame, 


No one, without ſome one delight, 
which he endeuot to attaine: 

Seeke thou my ſoul: both day and night, 
this one, which cucr (hall remaine. | 


This one containes all ph aſure i trut, 
ail othcr pleuſu es be but vaine: 

B d thou the teſt my ſoule adue, 
and iecke tlus one alone to gaine. 


To count the gt / ſſe vpon the ground, 
or Sandes that lye vyonthe ſhore ; 

And when yee haue the number ſound, 
the ioyes heereol be many more. 


i 
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More thouſand ä laſt, 
And when ſo many yeares be paſt, 
Vet more and more be {till behunde, 


Farre more rhey be then we can weene, 
doe our judge inent much excell. 


Nocare hath heard, ot eyc hach ſeene, 
No pen can write no tongue can tell, 


An Angels tongue cannot recyte, 
The enaleſſe ioy of heauenly bliſſe: 

Which being wholy infinite, 
Beycad all ſpeach and writing is. 


Wecan imagine but a ſhade, 
It never entted into thought; 

W hat ioyes be hath enioyed, that made 
All ioyes,and them chat ioy of nought · 


My ſoule cannot thy ioyescontayu?, 
Let her Lord entet into them: 


For euer with thee, to remayne 
Wichin thy towne [erm/alems, 
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Another on the ſame 
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when ſhall I come to thee: 
When ſhall my ſorrows haue an end, 
thy ioyes whea ſhall I ſee? 


L. my happy home, 


O hippy Citty ofthe Saintes! 
6 ſweet and pleaſant ſoyle! 
In thee no ſorrow may be found, 
no grieſe, no care,notoyle, 


There is no dampe nor foggy miſt, 
no clowde not darkſome night : 
There,cuery Saint ſhines like the Sunne, 
thete. Cod himſelſe giues light. 


In chee no ſicknes may be found, 
no hurt, no ache, no ſote- 

In thce there is nodread of death, 
T here's liſe for cueiu. ore. 


F 


There 


There is no raine,no 2 ſnow, 


no filth may thete be ſound: 
There is no ſorrow, nor no cate, 


all ioy doth there abound. 


Jeruſalem my happy home, 
When ſh./l I come to thee: 
ben ſha'l my ſorrewes haue an end, 
Toy wyes when ſhall? ſee. 


Thy walles are all of precious ſtones, 
thy (t:eeres paued with golde: 

Thy g ues are eke of precious pearle, 
molt glorious to beholde. 


Thy Pinacles and Carbundles, 
with Diamondes doe ſhine: 

Thy houſes couered are wich golde, 
molt perfect, pure and fine. 


Thy gardens and thy pleaſant walkes, 
continually are greene: 

There growes the ſweet and ſaiteſt lowers. 
that euet erſt was ſeene. 


There, Sinamon, there, Ciuet ſweer, 
there, Balme ſprings fromthe ground: 
No tongue can tell, no heat concetue, 


the 10ycs that there abound. 


Thy happy Saints (Ietuſalem) 
doe bathe in endleſſe bliſſe- 
None but thoſe bleſſed ſoules, can tell 


how great thy glory is. 
we "TRY Throughout 
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Throughout thy ſtreetes wich filuer ftreames, 


the flood of life doth floweʒ 
Vpon whole bankes,on every fide, 
the wood of life doth growe. 


Thoſetrees doe evermore beate fruite, 
and cuermore doe ſpring: 

There, euermore the Saints doe (it, 
andeuermore doe ſing. 


There Dad ſtands with Harpe in hand, 
as Matter of the Quire: 

Ten thouſandtymes that man were bleſt, 
that might his mulique heare. 


Our Lady ſings Magnificat, 
with tune ſurpaſſing ſweet? 

And allthe Virgins beate theirparts, 
ſitting about her feete. 


Te deum doth Saint Ambroſe ſing, 
Saint Anguſtmethe like: 

Olde S:meen and good Zac harie, 
haue not their ſongs to ſecke. 


There Afgdalen hath loſt het moane, 
and ſhe liłewiſe doch ſing 

With happy Saints, whoſe harmony 
in curry ſticete doth ting. 


There all doe liue in ſuch delight, 
ſuch pleaſure and ſuch play: 

That thouſand thouſand cares agoe, 
Goth ice u. e but) eſterday. 


= 
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erh happy i505, 
vhenſhall I come to ihce: 
Wi — Um orro ves haue an end, 
ſball I ſee? 
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A ſeaners ſupplication, or the 


ſoules meditation, 


Bleſſed God,d Saviour ſweet, 
O leſus thinke on me: 
O Chrift my King refuſe me nor, 
thouyh late I come to thee. 


Tcometo thee confounded quite, 
with ſorrow and with ſhame, 

When I beholde thy bitter wounds: 
and know Icaul'd tbe fame. 


Jam the wretc' that wounded thee, 
I made thy wounds ſo wide? 

I nayledthee vnto the croſſe. 
with ſpeate | pearltthy fide. 


Thy backe, thy ſide thy body eke, 
I cue with cruell rod: 

It's I that wrought thee all thy woe, 
forgive it i.e my God. 


For onel; pride of Cherubins, 
how mary thoulands tell: 

Fromm plcature tu perpetuÞll paine, 
{0.n ic aue a co hacely Ihellꝰ 
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More then a thouſand thoulandcimes, 
] have deſeru d thine Ire: 

Vet doe I ſianet itill remaine, 
yet teele Inot hell fire. 


Vet doe I till thy fauour finde, 
yet thou doſt keep me till: 

Againſttheforce of all my foes, 
that ſeekes my ſoule to (pill. 


But more then this, that I ſhould liue, 
thou dyedſt on the Rood: 
For to redeeme my ſoule from hell, 
thou ſpent thy deare heart bloud. 


The precious bloud wich ſrom thy heart, 
came guſhing out amine: 


Was ſhed to ſaue my ſinfull ſoule, Y 
from endleſſe woe and paine. 


Alacke my Lord, moſt merciful, 
what haue I done or wrought : 

That thou ſhouldſt like fo well of me, 
hat haue I ſayd or thought? 


What didſt thou ſee in me vilde wretch? 


alacke what didit thou ſee? 
Which mooued thee a Iudge moſt iuſt, 


to take ſuch ruth on me. 


Come Angels and Arch-angels all, 
come Saintes and Soules dine: 


Come Nlartirs and confeſlers cke, 
our aygc to me aligne+ 
4 f e Lend 
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Lend me your help and Min cke, 
and tell me how may. 
Receiue my Lord that loues me ſo, 
that am but dult aud clay. 


All worldly honour now farewell, 
and wicked wealth adue: 


Pride and yaine-glory packe you hence, 
too long I ſerued you, 


In you I dream'd my ioyes had been, * 


but l deceiued was: 
For now broad-waking, I doe ſee 
him hanging on the . — 


Vpon the Croſſe, betwixt two theeues, 
ſtarke naked alas he hang: 

For me the childe of endles wrath, 
he felt thoſe deadly pangs. 


O that it were once gtaunted me, 
to kiſſe thoſe wounds fo wide 

O that my heart had once the hap, 
to hubour in thy fide! 


O that I mighe with Aſagd len, 
imbrice thoſe fallnedfeete! 

Or with the good theefe hanging by, 
a thing for me more meete. 


Then vou!d Iboldly dite to ſay, 
that neyther tac ke not cot de; 

Nor ail the torments in the world, 
ſhould make me looſe my Lord. 


Nor 


Nor Aachen 2 his Ge ights, 
ſhen'td make me once iemeoue: 
Nor Tube, not tyrant,norghe deuill, 

ſhouid make me loole my loue, 


GrmuntBleſſed Lord, graunt Sauiour ſweet, 
r aunt leiu King of blfle: 
T hat in thy lone I live and dye, 
tweet leſu graunt me 
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